Vials and crucibles, sublimatories,

Cucurbites, and alembics, and such freaks,

All dear enough if valued at two leeks.

There is no need to specify them all,

The reddening waters and the dark bull's gall,

Arsenic, sal ammoniac, and brimstone;

And, too, of herbs could I name many a one,

Valerian, agrimony, and lunary,

And others such, if I but wished to tarry.

Our lamps that burned by day and burned by night

To bring about our end, if but we might,

Our furnace, too, white-hot for calcination,

And waters all prepared for albication,

Unslaked lime, chalk, and white of egg, I say,

Powders diverse, and ashes, dung, piss, clay,

Little waxed bags, saltpetre, vitriol;

And many a different fire of wood and coal;

Alkali, salt, potassium carbonate,

And our burnt matters, and coagulate,

Clay mixed with horses' or men's hair, and oil

Of tartar, alum, glass, yeast, wort, argoil,

Realgar, and our matters absorbent,

And with them, too, our matters resorbent,

And how we practised silver citrination

And our cementing and our fermentation,

Our moulds and testers, aye, and many more.

I will tell you, as I was taught before,
The bodies seven and the spirits four.
In order, as my master named of yore.
The first of spirits, then, quicksilver is,
The second arsenic, the third, ywis,
Is sal ammoniac, the fourth brimstone.
The seven bodies I'll describe anon:
Sol, gold is, Luna's silver, as we see,
Mars iron, and quicksilver's Mercury,
Saturn is lead, and Jupiter is tin,
And Venus copper, by my father's kin!

This wicked craft, whoso will exercise,
He shall gain never wealth that may suffice;